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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THERE WAS A ROSE 

There was a rose that faded where it grew ; 

There was a bird that could not brook the wind; 

There was a sunset whose wild glory thinned 

To nothing-wonder and the night's ash hue. 

Pale blossoms, when they quicken, count life sped ; 

And there were purple asters in the fall 

Of the cold year that withered by the wall 

And died, with all spring's dreams about them dead. 

A rose, a bird, a sunset, and a weed, 
A blossom whose death sentence is its sky — 
Yea, and dead waves that break on sobbing seas. 
Man is a faint, frail brother, with no creed 
These know not of. Behold, all things must die, 
And all the vaunting ages are as these. 

AN OLD MAN'S WEARINESS 

I want to lie alone beside the sedges, 
Where the dim-faced waters are quietly singing. 
There is peace there, arid a deep old happiness 
That the drake knows when he is tired of winging 
The far heights, and avoiding 
The craft of the grey hunter. 

I have long avoided the grey hunter Death, 
And now I am weary and in much need of learning 
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Arthur L. Phelps 

What still peace is. I need the voice of the sedges 
That knows not any of the old earth yearning 

And its cry, but is quiet, 

Like the air and the water. 

Arthur L. Phelps 



THE SCREECH OWL 

He sits all day in a cemetery tree, 

The damp of sinking graves upon his breath; 

Brooding the little ways of life and death, 
Chuckling at thought of immortality. 
Long rows of tombstones make his library, 

Rare tomes of wit — "dry wit," he seems to say. 

He cons them till night comes, then flies away 
Into the dark, t6 call for you or me. 
Or so, when as a boy I heard his cry 

Grate the harp-strings of night, I thought it was; 

A man, I cross myself, a boy still — half: 
As on that night I saw a dear friend die, 

And long sat brooding on the patient stars, 

And seemed to hear, far off, his mocking laugh! 

J. E. Scruggs 
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